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Your own story, your own glory 


Author's Notes: 
| wrote this in May of 2010, it\'s my whimsical theory as to why Neil became the lyricist and then changed 
his lyrical style post-I98). There are three parts: taking place in 1914, I97T, and 1982. 


Liam had scored them some primo hash from the promoter, and the boys' first thought was to share it with 
their fellow road warrior the Space Ace only to be thwarted by a Do Not Disturb sign dangling from the 


doorknob of his hotel room. 


Ohio. It was always Ohio, it seemed. Ohio on a near-freezing November night. What happened to the close sultry 
heat of August as they traversed the width of the rustbelt in the company of the masked ones? The massed 
humidity of bodies and clouds of smoke both legal and illicit to rival the dry ice both bands utilized in their 


performances, mingling with metallic aggression and the occasional note of drugstore cologne. 


"Why is it always Ohio?" Alex wondered before the show, taking a careful comb to blond tangles, gazing at 


himself in a cracked backstage mirror. "Seems like we've never left." 


"Maybe it's a conspiracy," Neil theorized, squinting through the haze of cigarette smoke. "Maybe they just tell 
us it's fifty states when in fact there's only -" 


He paused, looking up at the ceiling. 

"Five." 

They all began snickering and continued to ready themselves for another interlude of blazing lights, possible 
feedback, and hopefully an occasional female face in the front row. Neil whistled the refrain of "Working Man" 
and his friends groaned at the obvious pun. 

"Are you sure?" Alex demanded, tilting his head forward to his comrades. "Are you sure there's not a spot?" 


‘Lerxst, man, you've got to stop obsessing. You're developing a.whaddya call it, Pratt?" Geddy inquired. 


"A mania," Neil answered, then took a turn with the pipe. "Leads to psychosis, it does," he added after exhaling 
bluish smoke in the space between the three on the bed 


Ugly Holiday Inn with equally ugly furnishings and carpet, not that they noticed. The members of Rush were 
inured to squalor. Outside were the glowing seemingly hellish orange lights of the highway, the nearby truck 
stop, and the parking lot, filled with hooting hooligans polishing off the remainder of their party favors and 


hoping for some action. 

"But | fee/ something!" Alex insisted. 

"Hairy palms," Geddy cracked. "You're missing Charlene." 

"Gah!" Alex shot out a foot towards his bandmate. "Too heavy to polish, | might sprain my wrist!" 


Neil and Geddy bubbled up with riotous laughter, Alex parroted his friend the Space Ace, something he was 
wont to say to his bandmates, whom he believed didn't appreciate him in the least. 


"Aww fuck you guys!” 
Geddy reached over and turned on the television, which displayed a basketball game. 
"Where's the hockey, eh?" 


"Only in Detroit," Neil said, ruffling his wavy brown mane. "The Midwest finds hockey particularly plebian 


"Thanks Professor." Alex lay down on the bed, feeling nicely fuzzy around the edges. 

"You know," Geddy began after another toke, "you should write lyrics, eh? You're -" 

"Eloquent? Articulate?" 

"A knob with a thesaurus?" Alex was met with a pillow in the face from the object of his derision 


"Stop!" Geddy exclaimed, ever the referee. "Really now, you read so much, you like to tell stories, you could do 
it and save us the drudge." 


"You like to read as well." 
"Yeah but not like you. | hate writing lyrics, | only did it because John kept tearing up everything he did write!" 


Neil looked less than convinced. He regarded the remainder of the cold pizza and warm beer with a fretful 


expression. 

"| aA 

"What?" Alex sat up, looking genuinely concerned. At their core they were learning to be brothers. Geddy and 
Alex had a head start but they endeavored to make Neil feel a part of their bond, even as they considered 
him unlike anyone they'd ever known. There was a barrier between Neil and the rest of the world, somehow. It 
was transparent and yet undeniably evident. 

"| write poetry." 

"So?" 

| could never tell anyone, before. It wasn't done, not by -" 

"Boges from St. Catharines?" 


Neil pinned Alex with a look: half smirk, half you have fo sleep sometime, pretty boy. 


"IFs like a radio. Voice in my head, but it's not my voice, you see, it's like picking up a broadcast from far 


away." 


"We could only get the Detroit stations in the middle of the night," Geddy reminisced. "Right, Lerxst? Driving 
back from a gig, and suddenly there was WABX playing Alice Cooper.” 


"Yeah, and Grand Funk Again, so?" 


"But | only write what she tells me to.” 
"She?!" they exclaimed in unison. 
"| told you it wasn't my voice! She speaks to me, | write it down. She speaks in rhyme and meter, in poetry." 


To illustrate, he pulled a book out of his duffle bag. Page after page of poems, the others looked impressed as 
they glanced over Neil's tidy handwriting. 


"She, uh, talks -" Geddy began 

" - a lot" Alex finished. 

"Yeah. For years now. She tells me some of the stuff | read about might be real, somewhere." 

Alex was getting the feeling they'd all smoked too much hash. But Geddy was curious. 

"Where?" 

"| don't know. Not on Earth, maybe. But she never says where." 

"What does she say now? About you writing lyrics?" 

Neil fell silent, lighting a cigarette and appearing to listen for the voice. Minutes passed, and Geddy changed 

channels on the television, fidgeting. Alex opened another beer and realized he was missing Charlene. He tried 
not to think about it too much because they were doing what they were meant to do. This was the dream, 
even if the reality was rather more tawdry. 

When Neil spoke again his voice was so quiet they nearly missed hearing what he had to say. 

"She said | should, but only if | can write about whatever | want." 

"Well yeah," Geddy said, nodding. "Sure." 

"Yeah," Alex echoed. "They're your lyrics, so they have to be what you want" 

"Just don't write anything | can't sing," Geddy added, smiling. 

"She says you can sing more than you realize." 

The two old friends exchanged a familiar glance.something odd ‘bout this one, eh? But man can he play! Then 


again, it could just be the hash. Things had the potential to get very weird with the assistance of that sticky 


substance. 


Geddy looked out at the grey light and realized why this was the perfect place to work..there was nothing else 
to do. The rain had not stopped since they arrived and while they waited for the engineers to work out the 
setup in the Quadrangle they each retreated to their accommodations, though within moments Alex was there 
in his quarters, bouncing on the aging creaky bed and wondering if each guest got his own sheep. 

Neil had actually gone up and petted the sheep, but he was a boge. Geddy and Alex were less impressed by the 
rural charms of Rockfield, pretty though it was. And peaceful. The music created herein could actually be 


considered an assault upon that rolling green idyll. 


Alex was now making faces as they sat across from one another, guitars in hand, on the aforementioned bed, 


which rasped with the slightest of movements. 


"Sit still and give me a riff" Geddy barked. He longed for just the slightest sunshine. Even a mere moment in 
which the grey turned to gold, rendering the hills deeply verdant. 


"Why not you?" 

| came up with the last one, lazy sot!" 

Alex frowned, looking down at the instrument. He began to play a chord sequence then stopped, looking up again 
"Do you hear something?" 

"Yous 

"No, something else. Like -" 

"What?" 


This time Alex wasn't clowning, he was puzzled but intrigued. "Is it music, maybe? Or voices, like a crowd of 


people whispering..sure you don't hear it?" 
Geddy shook his head, a thick curtain of dark hair obscuring all but his prominent nose. 


Bet Ged never has to worry about losing his hair, Alex thought reflexively. But what was that sound? Just as 


mysteriously it had faded from his hearing. Then the door, next, opening to reveal Neil's wonderous expression. 
"| found her!" he exclaimed, but quietly, as if the person in question weren't meant to hear. 


"Who?" the others asked in unison, then punched each other in the arm from long ritual. 


"Come see! Quick!" 


Neil was already halfway down the path to the Side Garden - which was outfitted for elevenses and afternoon 
tea every day - the furniture centered around a fountain which stood tall and silent, its' wide bowl festooned 
with lilypads and brackish water. The rain had retreated to a heavy mist upon them as Neil led the way then 
pointed at the fountain. 


"Look," he whispered. 


Geddy's first thought was if the sun were out, one would be able to see it (f because he could not tell why 
Neil would refer to it as a she) much clearer. Jeweled wings in frantic motion - a butterfly, a dragonfly, a 


hummingbird? - as it circled the fountain, alighting only a few seconds before rising to go round once more. 
"What -" Alex said in full voice only to be met with Ssshhhi! He lowered his voice accordingly. "What is it?" 
"Not if, she. She's the one who speaks to me in poetry.” 


His bandmates exchanged a look of confused but fond import. OF course Neil had been telling them for years 
now that his poetry and his lyrics were told fo hm rather than composed by him, but they had never really 
believed it, though they were fine with allowing him to believe it. Pratt was sane enough otherwise to excuse 


an eccentricity or two. 


Alex thought he was hallucinating again. Though they hadn't toked up in a few days he had survived enough 
flashbacks not to discount the possibility. Geddy was of the opinion the thing, whatever it was, only boked like 
some kind of fairy. But when it flew over to Neil and alighted on his shoulder, they saw. Could not mistake the 
tiny feminine face, like a miniature porcelain replica of a woman, nor the limbs, and the wings curving out from 
behind the abbreviated form: glittering like those of a dragonfly in emerald, sapphire and amethyst. A sound, 
the same sound Alex had heard before, emerged from her and now he could identify it as bells: faint bells, 


windchimes far away stirred by just the slightest of breezes on a warm summer day. 

Neil nodded and turned to a nearby table, laid with refreshments. He placed a moist yellow teacake upon a plate 
and set it on the ground. The fairy moved straight to it and they all watched with dazed fascination, though 
slightly chagrinedit wasn't polite to watch people (or fairies, they imagined) while they were eating. 

"She's very fond of cake," Neil murmured, 


"When are we going to wake up?" Alex wondered. "I get it now, we're all having the same freaky dream, right?" 


"Well even in a dream I'm hungry,’ Geddy observed, and moved over to the table, his eyes still upon the fairy, 
to fetch his own snack. 


Its not a dream," Neil insisted, his voice so quiet it was barely audible above the sounds of the wind and the 


birds. "| finally found her.” 


"Why you?" Geddy asked, returning with a buttered scone. "| mean, why does some mystical being pick you to 


be the oracle of her revelations?” 

Neil and Alex stopped cold with a wow look 

"Oh fuck off, | can be articulate too, y'know!" 

"Yeah welll just ask Nancy to verify that claim, eh?" Neil cracked with a smirk 


"Seriously, Neil -" and that was another surprise, as they usually referred to one another by their actual 


names only in anger. 
"| don't know, Ged. | honestly don't. She says l'm special, and it's just like in a book, but everybody is special. 
Everybody has to find that thing that they're good at, and learn it, do it. But we know its just not that. If it 


were | would have made it years before | met you guys. No offense." 
"None taken," Alex said, with dry sarcasm. 


Another faint bout of chattering into the ear of her chosen one, and she was gone. But she didn't fly away so 


much as suddenly wink out of existence, leaving behind a faint glitter in the mist. 

"What did she say?" Geddy asked. 

"Thanks for the cake." Neil smirked, and the other two began laughing as well. 

"Does she.live here?" Alex inquired as he poured himself a cup of tea 

"She says this is a magical place, and we'll know what that means soon enough." 

"If | find a gnome under my bed l'm going to be pissed," Geddy warned, picking the plate up off the ground. Only 


a tiny bit of cake was removed from the top, so he ate the rest, shrugging at the amused expressions of the 


others. "Just so you know." 


Flying first class meant the luxury of a separate lounge and free booze. But Neil had been quiet the entire 
morning, during check-out and the ride to the airport. Alex had invented a silly game which involved throwing 
peanuts into a bowl halfway down the bar. Geddy nursed a Bloody Mary for a time then finally decided he had 
to know why Neil looked so stonefaced and silent. There were times when they knew to leave each other alone, 


but this did not feel like one of those moments. 


"What's wrong?" Geddy asked, walking over to the windows and taking the seat across from Neil. The other did 
not take his gaze from the view outside, cigarette burning between his fingers as he sat as still as humanly 


possible. 


"She's angry with me," he said, and Geddy was surprised to realize he knew Neil wasn't referring to Jacqueline 


or any other female of their mutual acquaintance. "She says I've become enamored of false gods." 


"Did you tell her you don't believe in God?" It wasn't meant as a joke, but the speaker blushed as soon as the 


question had been spoken, because it sounded unnecessarily flippant. 
"Maybe she's right. But now | have to go it alone." 

"Huh?" 

"Write my own lyrics. If | can" 

"Well of course you can!" 


"She says that someday l'Il learn what it means to lose something. And when that day comes then | finally 


won't need her anymore." 


There was an aspect of Geddy's thought process which wondered why they were having a serious 
conversation about something he didn't truly believe existed, though he had seen evidence of it, for certain, 


more than once over the years of their shared endeavor. So once again he decided to give his friend the 


benefit of the doubt. 
"Do you need her?" 


"I thought | did. Years ago, when | was only a kid, | read about the muses in school. And | started to think 
that's what | wanted, what | needed. A muse to help me write stories, help learn to play music. So when she 
started talking to me it made sense. I'd wished for her, and there she was. Even when | felt lost and scared, 


she was always telling me not to give up. But how am | going to do that now?" 


The stricken look on Neil's face made Geddy's heart clench; he couldn't stand the thought of his friend feeling 


desolate. He leaned forward, nearly on his knees, to look into Neil's eyes, speaking low and impassioned. 


"People, man. Me, Al, Jacqueline, your mum and dad, everybody who cares about you. We'll tell you not to give 
up just like you tell us, just like you tell everybody with your songs. Maybe it's like you say and she told you 


what to say, but you made it come alive; we all did." 


Neil nodded, the slightest of smiles curving his lips, and Geddy thought it was a placatory gesture in part - 
okay Im fine, dont fuss over me - but in time he hoped Neil might believe it all. 


But maybe, just maybe, the magic was truly over. Yet what remained was enough, it was enough to face the 


future and do their best.as they'd always done, fairy godmother or no. 


Alex chucked a peanut into the bowl and his arms shot up in the air as he did an impression of a victorious 


crowd and his bandmates smiled. 

"What was her name?" Geddy asked, and Neil looked confused. "Her name, you never told us her name. 
"Oh. Well." at this Neil scratched the back of his neck and looked embarrassed. 

"What?" 

"| couldn't pronounce it" 

"You, the Professor, not be able to pronounce something? Hell, you speak Serbian better than Lerxst does!" 
"Yeah, and my mother still gives me shit about that!" Alex declared, as he wandered over with beer in hand 
"Hey fairy language is hard, okay? It doesn't even sound like words most of the time!" 

EE 

"Yeah how could you -' 

They were looking at Neil strangely and he scowled. 

"What?" 


"Well, Pratt, if you could understand her when she talked to you, in your head, then how come you couldn't 


pronounce her name?" 
"l.hmm. | don't know." 


The boarding call sounded over the loudspeaker and they readied to depart: extinguishing cigarettes, gulping 
down drinks, gathering up their carry-on bags. 


"Ged," Alex said, whispering as he came up behind the other, "do you believe him? About, uh, her?" 


Geddy looked over at Neil as he stood chatting with their road manager. He looked like he was trying to hide 
his fear and doubt, just barely managing to do either. 


"It doesn't matter. | believe in him. Don't you?" 


Alex nodded, and then it was time to go. 


